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taining, and it is better to be known as having written such
a book than as commanding any collection of obsolescent
steam-boilers painted horizon grey. . . .
I don't need to pile up the agony by saying that the first
book on which the little English girl put her hand was a
life of Sir Walter Raleigh*—very lively and scholarly too
and the only one in French. . . . And then the lives of
explorers pell-mell. . . .
As a result the little English girl painted the votive picture
for the oratory on the Mount of Birds; the patient New
Yorker not being very expert in saints and not knowing how
to recognize the Christ-bearer put up a candle to some saint,
whom I imagine to have been St. Roque, in the Cathedral.
... I would not myself put up thanksgiving offerings to a
Saint who had benefited me, because he could not be
expected to know what sort of person I was. But I like
friends and relatives to do so because it shows that one
cannot be as unbearable as all that or they would not be
thankful for one's prolonged existence. . . .
And Mme. M. . . . and the Vicomte P. ... and the
boulanger who forgets to deliver bread because he is shell-
shocked, and Georgette thefemme de menage, who before la
Crise was chief buyer of etchings and lithographs for the
Grands Magasins du Louvre, and all the village all agreed
that I must have escaped owing to the intercession of one of
my deceased parents or relatives. ... I don't know why
they all ignore St. Christopher, who is my favourite Saint.
Weren't the orginal Welch Fords ferrymen, like him, only
at Llandaff . . . whence the name? And isn't the central
figure of four of my books called Christopher? Whereas
most of my relatives deceased, when they think of me,
probably do it in order to change their positions beneath
their marble epitaphs.
§
So backwards and forwards and backwards and forwards
from Jerusalem on the shores of the Mediterranean to the
shores of Ulysses S. Grant and Robert E. Lee~go my
* Sir Walter Raleigh, par Camille Lemoimier.

